THE   FORESHORE

So they are ;   but those ways hold more t]
the   visible   shades.    The   warehouses   of   t
meandering   chasm   which   is   Wapping   H
Street are like weathered and* unequal cliffs.
is hard to believe sunlight ever falls there,
could not get down.    It is not easy to believe
River is near.    It seldom shows.    You thinl
times you hear the distant call of a ship.    !
what would that be ?    Something in the mi
It happened long ago.    You, too, are a ghost
by the vanished past.    There is a man above ;
high loophole, the topmost cave of a warehc
which you can see has been exposed to comim
and the elements for  ages ;   he pulls in a 1
pendulous from the cable of a derrick,    Be
him one of the horses of a van tosses its nosel
There is no other movement.    A carman 1<=
against an iron post, and cuts bread and ch<
with a clasp-knife.    It was curious to hear 1
steamer call, but we know what it was.     It
from a ship that went down, we have lately he
in the War, and her spectre reminds us, fro:
voyage which is over, of men we shall see no m
But the call comes again just where the St
like a shining wedge of day, hold the black w